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MUSE in Diſtreſs : 


A 


25 
P O E M. 


Occas1oN'D by the 


Preſent State of POE TRY; 


Humbly ADDRESSD to the 


Right Honourable Sir ILL IAI YONGE Bart. 


and KNIGHT of the BAT H, &c. 


AW neſcit Verſus, tamen audet fingere. Quidni ? 
* — fungar vice cotis, acutum 


Reddete gue ferrum valet, exors ipſa ſecandi. 
Hor. Art. Poet, 

Curam impende brevem, fi munus Apolline dignum 

Vis complere libris, & vatibus addere calcar. 


Ibid. Epiſ. Lib. 2. 
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Te AN DST the great Concerns, which fill thy Mind, 
. 1 Permit the Muſé's Cauſe Acceſs to find: 

On Thee ſhe has beſtow'd a lib'ral Vein, 

Nor ſcorn'ſt Thou to appear amongſt her Train : 

In Thee confiding ſhe expects Redreſs, 

Thy Succour ſhe demands in her Diſtreſs. 

Riſe then, O YONGE, exert thy wiſh'd for Pow'r, 
Thy great Example ne'er was wanted more. 

Scarcely more Gothick was the Age, when roſe 

LEO, the mighty Scourge of Learning's Foes: 


Yet even then in Silence livd a Few 


Widely remote from all the vulgar Crew ; 
With 
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With ſtubborn Dulneſs and Barbarian Rage 

Without Support ꝝnable to engage, | 
Until their bright DELIY ERER call'd forth 
Their hidden Wonders and their native Worth ; 

| Shew'd in full Luſtre their informing Light, 

| And ſav'd the World from Ignorance and Night. 


———— ww — 


AS In fature Ages let it not be ſaid, 

«© That Now the MUSES were from Britain fled, 
«© The drooping Head of SCIENCE ſcarce appear'd, 
& Scarce could the languid Voice of SE NSE be heard : 


* cc And yet 20 gen'rous Soul roſe up to fave 
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« Their faint Remains from Darkneſs and the Grave; 
« No Son of Phabus ſtruggled to reſtore 
«© The Tuneful Siſters to the Britiſh Shore. 
As from the ſullen Flint, th obedient Spark, 
Struck by compulſive Steel, burſts from the Dark ; 
So Merit (which unheeded might remain, 
Its Influ'nce latent, its Example vain) 
If but aſſiſted by a pow'rful Hand, 
Darts forth its Rays t' adorn and bleſs a Land. 
Thine be that Hand, O TONGE; dv important Truft 
To Thee the Mwſe commits, and be Thou juſt ; 
Be Thou of genuine Vit and ſterling Senſe, 


In ſpight of Knaves and Fools the ſure Defence; 
Ingenu- 


[5] 
Ingenuous Modeſty with bluſhing Grace, 


To her Retreat, with joyful Ardour trace: 

Thy Smiles as Love or Muſick's Charms inſpire, 

Who, bleſt with them, can want Poetick Fire? 

Ev'n I, the weakeſt of the Muſes Train, 

Glow with a Warmth my Soul can ſcarce contain; 
And, fraught with Hopes of Countenance from Thee, 
Launch into Depths as dang'rous as the Sea. 


When Parthians ſubtle, and berians proud, 
Their vaſſal Necks to Roman Eagles bow'd ; 1 
When Janus bolted Doors proclaim'd to Rome 
The Days by Sbyls long foretold were come, 
C Wherein the Hind, unmindful of his Toll, 
« From Foes ſecure, ſhou'd till the yielding Soil; 
« Labour the Day and Foy ſhou'd crown the Night, 
«© Auguſtus giving Peace and Phebus Light: 
The Yifors knew their Conqueſts incompleat, 
Their dear- bought Glories of a ſhort-liv'd Date; 
Did not ſome ſkilful Bard tranſmit to Fame 


— * 


Their Actions with his own immortal Name. 
The God-like Emperor foreſaw, how vain, 
H * fleeting were the Triumphs of his Reign; 
Did not the Muſe in deathleſs Yer/e record 
Ihe wide Command of his = picious Word. 


For 


"ET 

For Her no Cares, no Gifts for Her he ſpar d, 
And ev'ry Genius met with his Reward : 

The NINE repaying ſtruck the ſounding Lyre, 
And CS AR's Praiſes fill'd the ſacred Quire ; 
The Bays and Olive amicably vy'd 

The toy's Honours and the Laurel's Pride: 


Hence ſhall MEGAZN AS, hence ſhall POLL1O live; 
Hence Y IRGIL, HORACE Fame immortal give. 


Shall Britain's better CAZSAR then remain 
Unſung in any, but his Laureat's, Strain? 
Muſt all 4js Labours for her Peace be curſt 
With a Bathyllus duller than the firſt ? 
Whilſt firm for Europe's Liberty he ſtands, 
Her Ballance holding in his ſteady Hands; 
And whilſt he guards his Subjects from their Foes, 
Himſelf refuſing for their ſake Repoſe; 
Why ſleeps the Britiſb Mufe with unſtrung Lyre? 
Can great and virtuous Acts no more inſpire? 
NASSAU's Exploits with double Luſtre ſhone ; 
Forbid to dye by GART #, by ADDISOMN. 
Shall VE, whoſe ev'ry Purpoſe, ev'ry Aim, 


Whoſe Vigilance, with 4SSAU's are the ſame, 


To Dutch Gazettes and Journals leave his Fame? 
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(97 
dere is the Poet, whoſe aſpiring Strains, 
Anticipating the Hiſtorian's Pains, 
To Ages yet to come ſhall nobly dare 
AUGUSTUS's heroick Worth declare? 


Tunes he his Voice near ISIS filver Streams, 


Neglecting Courts and Courtiers golden Dreams, 


Bleſs'd with a true Serenity of Mind, 

A Friend inſtructive, and a Miſtreſs kind? 
Or where Cans not inglorious Current flows, 
The Bays forgot, ſeeks. he the Hallow'd Roſe 3 1! 
Forc'd on ſome Figh-Church, Bigot to depend, 


Spoiling his Genius, Nonſenſe to defend? 


Perhaps near THAME's more oozy Flood he pines, 


And, Glowworm-like, in Darkpe/5 any ſhines ; 
Of Joy and Liberty bereft, he xaves,,, 
At pamper'd Sycophants and tinſel'd Slaves; 
Himſelf quite deſtitute of all Support, 


Bankrupt at Change, and without Friends at Court: 
Whilſt Amburſt, Truth and Reaſon's Foe profeſs d, 


Swims in Delights by Faclion's Sons careſs'd: 
T' augment his Joys ſee Contradic tiams bend, 
Poultney is generous, Bolingbroke a Friend: 


* Quis fibi res geſtas Auguſti ſcribere ſumit ? 


Bella quis 8 Faces Jongum diflandie in! πwwm ? Hef, 
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[8] 
Hence (to our Shame) Sedition makes her Way, 
And the miſguided Crowd her Voice bey. 
No longer CAF ENDISH and SACKYILLE give; 


SOMERS and HALIFAX no longer live: 


Ye Maſes at their Urns your Homage pay, 
And to their Mem'ry conſecrate a Lay; 

Your Int'reſt and their own they view'd as one, 
With Them your Glories and Rewards are gone; 


Uuleſs ſome Heav'n-born Genius ſoon awake, 


Who to his Care your dying Cauſe ſhall take, 
Add youthful Vigour to your flagging Wings, 


And bid you celebrate the BEST of KINGS. 


 WILMINGTOM lives; and can He live in vain? 
In ſpite of Him, how long ſhall Dulneſ5 reign ? 
Let Him vouchſafe his Patronage to ſhew, 


_ *Twill animate and ſtrengthen like the Dew, 
Which to the 4/uſhing Roſe new Odours gives, 


With Gratitude the bluſhing Roſe receives. 


While diſtant Nations ZARRINGTOMN adore, 
Wiſh Him their own, and bleſs his friendly Pow'r; - 


Can we believe Him to the Muſe unkind ? 


Or think Him to diſtreſſed Merit blind ? 


91 
He, who our once-declining Trade ſecur d, 
And, negligent of Life, our Peace procur'd; 
Has ſuch a Title to. the Muſe's Praiſe, 
So ſtrong a- Claim to her ſublimeſt Lays, 
He can't regardleſs of her Int'reſt prove, 
She ſhares his Admiration and his Love : 
But fince the Fate of Realms employs his Mind 
(So HEAV'N and GEORGE's Wiſdom have deſign'd) 
In Duty He the Stateſinan's weightier Cares 
To the Purſuits of th' iht Tribe prefers. 
The Father Thus, when threat'ning Flames aſcend, 
Which thro? his vaulted Roofs with Ruin tend, 
Heedleſs of precious Caſtets, flies to ſave 
His tender Offspring from the yawning Grave: 


In RICZMOND's Smiles a thouſand Graces play, 
But to thoſe Smiles how difficult the Way! 
Teach me, O ILL, like Thee, to write and pleaſe, 
With Fire judicious, accurate with Eaſe; 

Then might I reach thy RICZMOND's curious Ear; 
Do Thou approve, He'll condeſcend to hear. 
Supported by, FOY E's facred Oak, like Thee, 

The Nightingal inchants his liſt' ning She; 

In Songs like thine Apollb's Choir rejoice, 


When by his Dictates they unite their Voice? 


C Let 


Let Gracchus ever ſtrike one jarring Note, 


Bolting his Eyes, and ratling in his Throat ; 
His pompous Leſſon ev'ry Day the ſame, 
Extolling Richlieu--H ALPOLE to defame 
Vain of his /ittle, let him ſtill pretend 

To cheriſh Learning He'll indeed commend 
Yet, were the Prince of Poets at his Door, 
Chanting his Rhapſodies as heretofore, 

He'd not relieve, tho' much lament his Caſe ; | 
Perhaps might prom/e him, in Time, a Place. 
Be Thou, O DORSET, his correct Rever/e ; 


Thy ſoul be ſteady, open be thy Purſe; 


True to thy Lineage reign in Britiſb Hearts, 
Aſſert thy Right, by cheriſhing the Arts; 

With grateful Eulogies they ever keep, 

Their Patrons Virtues from Oblivion's Sleep: | 
The Planets ſo their borrow'd Light repay, 


| Confeſſing its firſt Source the God of Day. 


So to a neightring People Thou mak'ſt known, 
The delegated Splendor of the Throne. 


| Bleſs'd Ifle! where thy diffuſive Goodneſs ſtreams, 
Which from Oppreſſion's Arm thy Sway redeems. 


RUTLAND, whoſe Soul in Harmony delights, 
Apolli's fav rite Art thy Care invites; 
ml. Conſtant 
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1 
Conſtant to hin, as is the Heliotrope, 
Or to the youthful Loder ſoothing Hope ; 
With bounteous Marks of Grace the Bard purſue; 
Whoſe well-wrought Numbers pleaſe the tuneful Fw: 


Nor THov, Propitious Prince, diſdain the Muſe, 

That to her Guardians for Protection ſues ; 

Deign, ROYAL FREDERICK, her Voice to hear, 

Pronounce her Glory thy peculiar Care ; 

On her Endeavours graciouſly diſpence 

Thy genial Favour's quick ning Influence; 

In Strains, becoming thy ILLusTRTous LINE, 

Thy noble Worth to Fame She will conſign. 

She can ſecure from Emy's baleful Breath, 

And turn aſide the keeneſt .Shafts of Death; 
Wuhilſt Monuments nor Coins can guard their Truſt, 

But with their Zerves moulder into Duſt. 

* Behold | Th' Egyptian Wonder's ſtately Frame 

Has not been able to preſerve a Name; 

Whilſt throughout Ages will thoſe Laurels bloom, 

Which crown the PATRIOTS of Greece and Rome. 

For ſuch the Foes of Freedom oft have fought, 

Oft, what their Arms cou'd not acquire, have bought. 


* Ic remains unknown which of the Egyprian Monarchs rai'd the largeſt of the Enn. 
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To Glory thus the Grand Monargae attain'd; 


And more than Armies loſt, a Boileau gain'd. 
Let not ſuch Honours be in Britain plac'd 
On PARRICIDES, unworthy ſuch to taſte: 
Thoſe who purſue them in Ambitions Dreams, 
By Arts pernicious, and undoing Schemes; 
Who fondly think the Bleſſings to enjoy 

Of People, which they labour to deſtroy : 

| Vain Creatures, cringing to the Yu/gar Herd, 


By them only, becauſe unknown, rever'd. 


' 5 Call Paneg yrick from its proper SOUrce, 


And give its tainted Streams a purer Courſe; 


Teach it t' adorn, where it receives Support, 


And find the true MECANASES at Court. 


1 


* The Tevitt'nham SQUIRE, grown petulant and bold, 
Forgets the Notes with which he charm'd of old; 


To Spleen, he proſtitutes his noble Art, 
Alike a Bigot in his Verſe and Heart. 
With Him the Beſt of Patriots are but Tools, 


All, but his Party, if not worſe, are Fools. 
SY. John with Him ne'er knew the Guilt of Treaſon, 
He is the Flow of Soul the Feaſt of Reaſon : 


* Yide A Dialogue between A L EXANDER POPE of Twittenbam ESQUiR E, 
and his learned Council in the Law. 
Judges 
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[23 ] wy 
Judges are Hangmen, . cannot write, J 
i . | 
And who but M-—-, now alive, can fight? 


Would He with Harmony awake the Nine, 
And fieetly flow thro* all the Royal Line; = 
Still virtuous might we think his Satirès Ends,” : 1 


4 


wax 


Still might we think Mankind and He were Friends. 


This envious Bard when furious Scriblers a pe, 
Nor Chancellors nor Prelates can eſcape z 
In vain at Council awful Senſe prevails, 
In vain experienc'd Wiſdom holds the Seals ; 
Nor Seals, nor Stars, nor Dignities withſtand 
Th' envenom'd 27/1 once rais d in -s Hand. 
But take in Time, ferce Libeller, Advice, 
The Paths thou treadeſt are as falſe as Ice; 
Thy Poiſon's like the Vapours that ariſe 
From ſtinking Fens to taint the wholeſome Skies, 
Which, menacing the Sun, at laſt recoil, 
And only prove the Rancour of | the Soil: 
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Thou haſt no Quincunx, Thou no ines to prune, 


May'ſt fleep in Peace from Far'ry till June; 
Thy Reſt no Great Ones with their Viſits break, 
None who will riſque a Shilling for thy fake : 


* Vide A moſt wretched Libel on moſt of the Lay-Lords and the whole Bench of Biſhops, 
written by one {b---d, and called the Srate- Dunces, inſcrib'd to Mr. POPE, 


3 
Ceaſe then to murder with thy Rhyming Sau, 
And dread th! ayenging Myrmidons of Law. 


In Walker's Verſe when Sachariſſas Name 
Still lives, as if ſucceeding Worlds to ſhame, 
How juſtly may the ling Fair complain 
Of Scandals long uninterrupted Reign; 
Certain, if ever they're confign'd to Print, 
Of courſe to find ſome dull Invective int? 
Still Myra Fate ſurvives in Granville s Lines; 
Still Hyde with Prior's Wreaths unfading ſhines; 
The Ranelaghs and Churchills of the Skies 
In Gerth's Deſcriptions ſparkle and ſurprize: 
Yet now the pureſt Soul, the faireft Face, 
But ſcarce defend their Owners from Diſgrace; 
The Noble and; the Baſe, promiſcuous, All 
The Prey of unrelenting | ZZarpues fall, 
Who ſweep like Death, not ſparing Royar BLOOD, 
Alike the Victims of the fable Floods = 
In vain the ſnowy Breaſt, the blooming Cheek, 
Their due Applauſes from the Gazers ſeek ; & 
The Old the Young, th' Imprudent and Diſcreet, / 
Sappho and Delia in one Libel meet. 
At ſuch Abuſe ſwells not each manly Heart? 


Here juſt Revenge becomes the Hero's part. 


From 
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From Injuries like theſe, the Fair to guard, 
Such Ills from helpleſs, Innocence to ward, 
Be PEMBROKE's Care; under his awful Shield 
Beauty muſt force her ſavage Foes to yield. 


O YONGE ! Behold unveil'd the Maſe's Grief! . 
Thou beſt can point out, to her Woes, Relief: 
Let thy Example to her Aid excite 5 
Gay DODDINGTOMN and HEDGES the Polite | 
Sounds glide ſo ſweetly from thy warbling Tongue, 
Thy Eloquence lle the Syren's Song: 
As in the Senate, when all Ears it charms, 
And P- of his foaming Rage diſarms, 7 n b 
Diſplay its Force, and JF ALPOLE's Pow's engage 
To free from blind Stupidity the Age : 
Who knows what Race Encouragement may breed ? 
Who knows what golden Days will theſe ſucceed ? 
Let his Rewards be link'd with his Applauſe, 
As is his Int'reſt with this. Virtuous Cauſe: 
Whate'er he acts Poſterity will ſee; 
Not as the fickle Multitude decree, 2 
But, as the faithful Muſe his Greatneſ ſings 
When ſhe exalts him on her ſounding Wings : 
Then ſhall his Wiſdom, then his upright Mind, 
Stand gratefully confeſs'd by all Mankind; 


When 


When Fog and D' Anvers are together hurl'd 1911 
To ſeek Preferment in a 77 ory World: Bu 
And ＋ Hou, his Friend, watch o'er the Letter'd _ 
Bid Britiſh Senſe reſume its ancient Seat; | 
The clam'rous Dix of factious Crowds deſpiſe, 

Favour the Humble, and protect the ißt. 

Let not Deſert in Arts neglected lye 3 

In the deep Boſom of Obſcurity; | | 
Each Gleam of Wit, each Dawn of Taſte regard, 

Nor think thy conſcious Worth its ſole Reward ; 

Like a kind Miſtreſs, when her Lover's true, 

The Muſe thy Labours ſhall with Smiles purſue; 

And to thy Name a ſplendid Trophy raiſe, 

Worthy thy Merit, laſting as thy Praiſe. 
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